LE NEVER LOVE THEE MORE 


To be Sig with its pleaſant New Trne. 


Y Dear ard onely Love I. pray, 


1 NY roar little World of thee ;; 

Be G:vern'd by no other ſway, 
bur purcit Monaichie: 

For it Conſufin have a pare, 
which vertucus Souls abhore 

Ie call a Syncd in mine Hearr, 
and never lJovetheemore., 


As Alexander I will Reign, 
and I willReign alone; _ 

My thougkts did ever yet Giſdain, 
a Rival on my Throne : 

He either fears his Fare t50 much, 
or his Deſerts are ſmall; 


That daresnot put it to the Touch, 


ro gain or loſe at all. 


But I will Reign and Govern till. 
2nd always give the Law 3 _ 
And have each Subje& at ny wii, 
and ail ro ſtand 1n aw: 

But 'gainſt my Batteriesif I fi2d, 
thou kick or vex me fore; 

As that theu ſer me up a Biind, 
Fc ncver Love thee mcre, 


And inthe Empire of thy kearr, 
wiicre I ſhould ſcllie be; 

If cthers do pretend a parr, 
or dates to ſhire with me: 

Or Con:minees if theu ere, 
and go cn ſuch a ſcore; 

Ile laugh and fmile at thy negleR, 
and never Love thee more, 


Burt if thou will prove faithful chen, 


and conſtant in thy word; 


Tie make thee Glorious by my Pen, 


and Famous by my Sword : 
Tie ſerve thee in ſuch Noble ways, 
was ne're yet heard before ; 


T'le crown and deck rhy head with bayes, 


2nd Love thee more and more. 


The Second Part. 


M* Dear and only Love take heed. 
how thou thy ſelf diſpoſe; 


Ler not all longing Lovers feed, 
upon ſuch locks as thoſe : 

Ile Marble-wall thee round about, 
my ſelf ſhall be rhe Door; 


Ard if thy heart chance to ſlide ont: 


I-le never Love thee more. 


Let not thy Oatks like Volies fhor, 
make any Breach ar all; 


Nor ſmoothneſs of their Language Plor, 


which waitto ſcale the Wall: 


Nor ballscf wild-fire Love conſume, 


the Shrine which I adore; 


For if ſuch ſmoak about thee foam; 


Ifle rnever Love rhee more. 


I know thy Veriues be too firong, 
ro ſuffer by ſurpriſe ; 


E. r: at rhou flights their Love fo long, 


their Siege at laſt wil riſe : 


And leave thee Corqueror in thy Health 


2nd ftzre thou was beiore ; 


Ard it thou prove a Common«wealth, 


Cle never Love thee more, 


Bur if by fraud or by deceit, . 
thy Heart ro tujne come 3 

ſ\-;eſoxrd Bo Trumpet as I wot 
nor March by Tuke of Drum : 


"9... ki my Drum bke Achans Cup, 


I'le do with thee as Nero did, 


when he ſet Rome on fire; 
Nt ovly all Relief fothid, 
But to a Hill retire; 
And ſcorn to ſhed a Tear to fave. 
thy Spirir grown fopoor , 
Bur laugh and ſinilethee to thy Grave. 
and never Love thee more. 


Then ſhall my Heart beſet by thine, 
but 10 far different caſe, 

For mine was true ſo was nor thine, 
bur lookt like Fam Face: 

Thy Beauty ſhirfd ar firſt ſo bright, 
and wo 1s me therefore; 

Thar efreI found thy Love fo brighr, 
that I could love no more. 


My Heart ſhall with the Sun be fixt, 
for Conſtancy moſt ſtrange, 
And rhine ſhall with the Moon be next; 
delighting ay in change © 
For as chou waves with: every Wind, 
and Salles through every Shore ; 
And leaves my conſtant Meart behind, 
how canlI Love thee more, 


Yet fer the Love I bare thee once, 
left thar thy Name ſhould dic, 

A Mcnument of Maible Stone, 
the Trurh ſhal ceſtifie ; 

That every Pilgrim paffing by, 
may pity and deplore ; 

And fighing, read the Reaſon why 
I cannot Love thee more. 


The Golden Laws of Loye ſhal be, 
upon theſe Pillars hung ; 

A Single Hearr, a Simple Eye, 
a True and Conſtant Tongue: 

Ler ro Man for more Loves pretend, 
then he hath Hearts in ſtore; 

True Love begun will never end, 
love one and love no more. 


And when all Gallants leads abour, 
rhis Monumcnt to view; 

t:*s writren both within ard out; 
chou'rt Treackerous I trow: 

Then in a Paffion they ſhal pauſe, 
and thus Iy fighing ſore; 

AJace he had too juſt a Cauſe, 
never to Love thee more. 


And when tne tracing Gods do Face, 
from Kaſt and Weſt do flee; 

They ſhal Record ir to thy ſhame, 
howthou haſt loved me - | 

And how in odds our Love's been ſuch 
as ſew hath been before; 

Thou lovd roo many, xy too much, 
that I can Love no more. 


The miſty Mounts, the ſmoking Lakes, 
the Rocksreſounding Echo : 

The whiſling winds, the woods that ſhake 

_ ſhal all with me ſing hey ho: 

The toffing Seas, the tumbling Boats, 
trearsdropping from each Oar, 

$hal tune with me rheir Turtle Notes, 
Ie never Love thee more. 


Yet as the Turtle chaſte and true, 
her Feilow fo regrates, 
And daily fighs for her Adieu, 
tharve*re renews her Notes: 
Bur though chy Faich was never ſa, 
which grieves me wondrous ſore ; 
* ſhal live in Love ſo Chaflc, 
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